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October,

1946

His years of study are
never finished... for

the practice of
medicine is one of
constant change...and
every change is for
the better... for you!

EVEN long years he studied
before those respected initials “M.D.” were affixed to
his name. And

that was only

_the beginning!
For every day brings discoveryin the field of medicine.
New

methods

of treatment,

of protecting and prolonging
life. All these the doctor must
know to fulfill his obligation
to you... to mankind. That’s

being a doctor!

owns NORE, DOCTORS SMOKE. CAMELS
Nationwide

swe: THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE
yy

@ “What cigarette do you smoke, Doctor?”
That was the gist of the question put to 113,597
doctors from coast to coast in a recent survey by

Your “T-Zone” WillTell
_
The“T-Zone’—T for

three independent research groups.
More doctors named Camels than any other
cigarette.
If you’re a Camel smoker, this definite prefer-

taste and T forthroat

ence: for Camels
among physicians will not sur:
you. If not, then
nen byby all
z means
ee
Ca
prisese you.
try r Camels
Try them for taste... for your throat. That’s the
“T-Zone” test (see right).

M|

You...

—is your own proving ground for any
cigarette. For only

your taste and your

throat can decide
bet toven and
bo
ec

which cigarette tastes

your throat.
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THE PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
It is my pleasure and privilege to welcome you all to the University of Dayton.
‘Towards the end of registration week it was reported that 1776 were enrolled in the
day classes and 1050 in the night classes. These numbers more than double any
previous enrollment.
1776 is a memorable and sacred date in the history of our country. I associate the
number of our day students with that date. Approximately 1400 of the students
enrolled are Veterans, whose college education and subsistence during the time are
being financed by the Government. What is significant is, that the Government is
respecting the right of every one receiving an education by these means to go to
whatever school he may choose, provided the school is properly accredited, and to
select any course of studies. This is safeguarding what should be a fundamental
principle of any state. It is also important that in a democracy as many people as
possible should be educated in as high a degree as possible. Our Government is
extending the benefits of a higher education to very many. With other institutions

of higher education, the University has really gone beyond its normal facilities to
cooperate with the State in this commendable endeavor, and with the men and
women who want to receive a college education. Use these opportunities for preparing yourselves adequately not only for the profession or career you desire to make
your life-work, but also for accepting and for fulfilling your responsibilities as citizens in democracy.
The University of Dayton is a Catholic college. As such, its educational objective is
to develop the whole man, to have in mind in its educational program the physical, men-

tal, moral

or social, and religious elements

of human

nature.

It has been

rightly

said

that, since intellectual excellence is not man’s end, but only a means to end, it needs to
be ordered and supported by revealed truth, by supernatural grace, by a Christian
philosophy of life.
Hence, the University feels that it cannot fulfill its object duly

without the Church’s assistance; the Church is necessary for the integrity of its pro-gram; the Church steadies it in the execution of its program. Unless a student comes
to be influenced strongly by this guiding force and takes with him this influence in his
practical life now and after he leaves the University, he will have missed the most important element in his education at the University of Dayton.
I invite and

urge

you

all to accept

fully the

motto

of the

University

of Dayton,

Deo and Patria.

GEORGE

J. RENNEKER,

S. M.,

President, University of Dayton.
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YOUTH

matter and, if once

Sororities and Fraternities. ... “To Pledge or not to pledge,
that is the question.”

favors,

Patricia

ADLER

In recent years, Greek social fraternities have been the object of
much controversy, some of it objective and some done by some persons
who feel that they were “snubbed”
by not having been invited to
pledge to the fraternity of their
choice.
There is no doubt that Rush
Week is a grueling experience and
that those who have undergone
those trying days and have not received a bid are sorely disappointed.
But there is still much to be said in
favor of college Greek letter fraternities.
Fraternities
measure,

compensate

for the

absence

in some
of home

life, by the fine spirit of fellowship
and sympathetic
vails among

interest

the members

that preof a fra-

ternity or sorority. By bringing together those who have interests in
common, the fraternities are helping to lay the foundationsof friendships that will enrich life, long after
college days are over. It is argued,
too,

that

the fraternities

are a real

aid to good college government,
since each member feels a personal
responsibility for the good name of
his chapter, and is anxious that it
should stand well with the faculty.
It is also true that the fraternities do
much to keep alive the traditions of
a college or university and to create
loyal alumni.
On

the

other

hand,

those

who

oppose fraternities do so on the
ground that they lead to snobbishness, tend to create class distinctions, and therefore are out of har-

mony with the democratic spirit
that should prevail. Objectors maintain,

also,

that

fraternities

consti-

tute cliques, which try to run college politics for the benefit of their
members, that their very secrecy is
harmful, and that they are crowding
out the fine old literary societies
that were once the distinction of
the individual colleges.
There is much

to be said in elab-

oration upon each side of the issue
but,

nevertheless,

the

question

facing the college student and potential fraternity material is that of
deciding his own

in

student,

mined

On
every large co-educational
campus during the fall and spring
seasons one of the most vehemently
discussed questions of the day is
that of fraternities and sororities. In
the campus “hangout” over a coke,
in the dorms and university houses,
over a mug of beer in celebration of
“Thank God it’s Friday” Day, and
in any college “bull-session” outside
the library or under the trees on the
campus you will find groups of students discussing this time-worn subject.

and

cases, prefers.

(With apologies to Shakespeare)

the
© By

he has decided

to rush, the question of which organization on the large campus, he

preference

in the

tions,

the

more

fortunate

‘The question facing
when

the ethics
is whether

he

has

deter-

of the organizaor not

he

wants

to “belong”.
On a

large,

co-educational

cam-

pus it is almost a social “must”. If
you do not join there are always
“independent” social affairs which
you may attend, but these are rather
pathetic groups composed of those

who were not asked to pledge or of
those radical enough, in the campus
vernacular, to refuse to rush. You
are almost “cutting off your nose to
spite your face” if you refuse a bid.
The days designated as “Rush
Week” by the administration usually are those the week before registration. ‘Those students desirous
of rushing are required to register
with the Deans of Men and Women, and to pay a rush fee which
somewhat helps to compensate for
the cost of teas, dinners and lunch-

eons sponsored by the various
Greek houses on the campus.
Ordinarily, on the first day of
sorority rushing there is a Panhel-

lenic Tea held at the Office of the
Dean of Women to which all women students desirous of being rushed

are invited.

The next day all the

sororities hold Open House for all
students who are rushing. But the
third day of rushing you may attend
the tea or luncheon by invitation

only. If you are among the fortunate you will receive an invitation

through the University mail on the
Page three

day of the party. From this day
forward you may attend only by
invitation of the House and if the
invitation is not forthcoming you
may know by this that you have
been dropped

from the list of rush-

ees.
Sometimes you will receive
and accept these invitations up until the last day of Rush Week and
suddenly be eliminated from the
This is_
candidates for pledging.

one of the most heartless of all the

heartbreaking incidents that occur
during this week of nerve-wracking,

soul-searching competition.
The

last party

of the week

is

called Preference Dinner. This is a
formal affair to which are invited

approximately

thirty

five of whom

will

girls,
receive

twentybids

pledge on the following day.

to

Per-

haps our Dizzie Lizzie has received
invitations to more than one Preference Dinner.
If this is the case,

she may attend as many as
pleases and as her constitution
stand. She will then proceed to
Office of the Dean of Women
list the sororities to which

she.
can
the
and
she

would care to pledge, in order of
her preference. From this time on,
silence prevails on the campus as no

sorority

members

are

allowed

to

contact the prospective pledges in
any way; this ruling was made so
that no rushee would be influenced
in favor of any particular house af-

ter the close of Rush Week.
The next morning the line outside the Office of the Dean is long
and tense, each one in anticipation
of finding in her box either a bid
from the preferred house or else a
carefully-worded note of rejection.

Some of the saddest scenes on a uni-

versity campus are those which occur after the slips of refusal have
been received and the girls realize
that they are not “wanted”. Some
students leave school after this hurt

holes
jority
and
most

in these laws, as in the maof others by which we live,
the sorority girls seem to be
adroit in finding them.

tion is forthcoming. And such discussion! Such subjects as your high
school scholastic and activities record are rather unimportant.
The
more vital questions being, is she

During Rush Week the rushees
wear their prettiest clothes, must
always be on their very best behayiour and display their various talents as they are being observed surreptitiously from all angles, at all
times, whether they know it or not.
It is a nerve-wracking experience for

attractive, how are her clothes, what

the rushee and she is always glad
when it has ended and she can relax,

whether

as

a Greek

or

Inde-

pendent.
But do not be deceived . . . it is
not only the rushee who is undergoing a strain upon her nervous system. The Greek active is also a busy
“diddy” and there is much frenzied
activity occuring behind the scenes
that is not evident in the gracious,
smoothly-operating exterior of the
social rooms of the house. Not only
must the sorority members plan,
finance, and execute the parties, but
during each day of Rush Week
there are several meetings in the
chapter house and it is compulsory
that every member of the sorority
attend.
And these meetings are
the piece de resistance of Rush
Week.
Sometimes they are held
late at night after an evening party
and the girls sit on the floor of the
chapter room attired in plaid, woolen robes, bunny slippers, and curlers, drinking gallons of black coffee to facilitate keeping awake. The
Rush Chairman of the House holds
a file in which there are many cards,
one for each rushee. On these cards

is all the data pertaining to the rush~ ee which has been gathered during

many months of research and a few
days of observation. Some girls are
fortunate enough to have many references from old sorority girls and
people of prominence in their home

which cuts so deeply, while others
stay and “face the music” with pathetic bravado.

weight.

Sorority Rush Week is governed
by Panhellenic Rules to which all

These favored girls have more
than a slight edge on those who are
not quite so well known, and the

houses must
according

to

conform or be fined
the

Council,

com-

posed of representatives of all the
organizations.
Page four

But there are loop-

towns whose opinion carries much

odds are that they will be among
those

chosen

to

pledge.

As

each

card is pulled the name is called
and

discussion

of the girl in ques-

does her father “do”.

(Translation:

What is his occupation?), how’s her
personality, is she popular with
men, does she know the “right”
people? These are the criteria that
determine your aptitude for soror- and will probably decide your

id.

;

So, be prepared and conduct
yourself accordingly, Dizzie Lizzie!
As the night creeps on into the wee
hours you will find many sleepy

girls forcing themselves to remain

awake to decide your fate . . . your,
oh, so important fate on the campus. But, if it should be your dis-

mal

fortune to be excluded

from

this “chosen” group, do not despair,
Dizzie Lizzie, for your day will
come, never fear, and your opportunity for prominence on the campus in your chosen field of endeavor
is as great as that of the sorority

girls,

if not

greater,

despite

her

Greek affiliation.
For you will not be hampered in

your choice of friends by invisible

inviolate sorority law which prohibits your close association with
any but sorority “sisters” and _narrows your viewpoint, scope and personality to comply with ancient sorority tradition.
FALL

oe
INTERLUDE

Time has passed,
Another year,
Fall begins
To reappear.

Bright green fades,
Leaves grow old,
Scarlet hues
Blend with gold.
Nature’s robe,
Radiance rare,

Weaving patterns
Everywhere.

Bounding beauty
Casts fall’s spell,

Yet to find
-Its parallel.

—DELorEs J. SIZEMORE.

After a few

SwiftiEsated Servant

General Patton.

Her husband returns

@ By Marrua

She

was

long-haired

blond,

young, shapely and blue eyed. Her
clothes were not too wrong.
She
was not small nor was she a plough
horse, but she could push or pull a
load of something with little effort.
She never could have heard of Goethe or Tolstoi but her tastes did
run from the Redbook to the Cosmopolitan and back to the Redbook.
Hers was a passive nature. Easy,
simple conversation was her means
of communication, such as “Think
it’s going to rain?”, or “Have you
seen the mail man?”, interchanged
with “That’s right, we'll have to tell
him about that,” (him meaning the
landlord),

sack.”

“Well,

guess I'll hit the

Profoundness

of the

very

pean theater. Why should I not be
satisfied with the European theater
of Camill’s wars?
What business
was it of mine anyway?
He was
her husband and if she wanted to

place him indefinitely, that was her

business. Surely there were millions
more in both theaters whose locations we were aware of.
But such trivial matters are always
the ones that seem to loom up before one and insistently push out
more important ones.
After August of 1945 the question
or everybody’s lips seemed to be
“When is he coming home?” ‘This
applied to any boy. Meeting the
blond again I ventured to say “What

do you hear from your husband, is

highest order!
She lived in an apartment house
and shared her quarters with another
woman of the same nature and
make-up,

whose

flat,

drab

colored

hair sloppily framed her three-cornered face that possessed no inner
glow. She was louder with her voice
that her fair-haired partner, but all
in all her intelligence or lack of it,
and her savoir faire compared perfectly. They made a nice duet.

One incongruous factor persisted
in connection with the blond.
It
was her name. Her name was Camille. Camille, the virgin queen of
the Volscians, the swift-footed serv-

he going
soon?”

to

get

to

come

home

“Well, I guess, but I really don’t
know when,” said she, and she

Like a spark from

“nonentity”

just

complied.

It

seemed he had setved as guard and
driver for General Omar Bradley
and General George Patton. When
asked how it happened that he was
chosen out of such a large group of
men, he replied: “I was the only
one out of a group of three that had
been narrowed down, to have a clean

suit and underwear, that is all.”

We laughed at his-modesty and
we urged him further.
“A fine fellow, Bradley, well liked

by all the G.I.’s.

He championed

the non-commissioned man.

It was

through him that the quarters for officers and men were made similar,
at the expense of the officers’ comfort in most cases.”
I

“What about Patton, that is what
want to hear. Is he ‘such a

“Well, Patton was tough in a
way, but you knew where you stood
with him. He was very time conscious. When he wanted you at three
P.M., he wanted you at three, not
a minute before or not a minute
after.”

I could not help wondering what
the husband did in the European
theater. What a shame to be such a
nonentity in this big fight for liberty
and democracy and such. Could he
be a paratrooper or an infantryman
or a cook.

Had he been in combat,

had he suffered any, did he long to
come

home

to

Camille,

or did

he

On Christmas while giving Christmas cheer to friends and family
there came knocking at my door no
other than Camille and her soldier
husband. A bright, brown-eyed lad
of genial character was he.
Surprised no end, I invited them to
share our pleasure searching all the

He was in the Euro-

The

please,

toughie?”

live up to the promise.

pry further into this astute girl’s
mind as to whether he was in France

something about him,
anything.”

seat, her blond hair bobbed and off
she went.

just long to come home?
There
would be no satisfaction from Camille on these scores.

Camille had a husband at the
wars, so I found out through the
grapevine. “He is in the European
theater,” said Camille flatly without
raising an eyebrow. That was all.
Nothing more.
It was useless to

“What about Patton? Are all the
things that you hear and read so?
How did you know him? Tell us

dashed to her car, flopped into the

ant of Diana. Maybe in the cradle
she gave the impression of potential
femininity, but she certainly did not

or England.

of the gay

a flame this phrase was caught up
and in no time he was besieged- with
questions.

WASHINGTON

a

glasses

stuff he mentioned casually to a
member of the family the name of

while for an interval whereby

the

boy might enlighten us to some extent about his soldiering.

“Was he difficult to drive
Charlotte asked.

for?”

“No he wasn’t, he was very kind

and

considerate.

He

did however

like to ride at great speed, which

accounts, I imagine, for his untimely
death. He was always after me to
speed it up on this superhighway on
which he was huit. My thoughts
went back to these incidents when I
heard of his accident.
“Patton had a queer looking mongrel dog and he went out of his way
to see that it was properly cared for.

The funniest incident I know con(Continued on Page 10)
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THE

STORM

in the tropical breeze, now stood
stark trunks pointing out into the
sky like sharp needles.
Here and
there can. be seen tamarinde trees
and flamboyant trees that have been
uprooted and crashed on_ their
branches. The stately Flamboyant

The title fits the article. Read it.

@ RaFAEL

VALLS

had shed its beautiful red flowers
into the muddy pool. Flaming red

I’ve noticed that many little children like their parents to take them
on trips or walks. Many times these
trips or walks end at zoos, parks, oth-

er towns or even in other states. I
was not an exception. Ever since I
can remember, I always managed to
accompany my father on different
trips that he made. Never to be forgotten was the trip which we made
to Haiti one summer.
3
My father had some business to
attend to in Haiti, and as soon as I
heard of this I decided that I was
going along.
For some reason or
other, still unknown to me, father
decided that I was not to go along.
However, it did not take my mother
very long to convince him that he
should take the “dear little Lito”
along. So, I went to Haiti.

in torrents. Anyone who has ever
experienced a tropical shower can
tell what we were going through.
Words can never explain the peculiar rain and wind known to the
West Indies. Before we had time
to notice it the wind was sweeping
across the valley, forcing its way
through the dense foliage. The rain
came down beating upon the roof
of our car like mad savages drumming on tom-toms. Our car swerved
from one side of the road to the
other and skidded in the muddy
road till we almost sank a foot deep
into the swamp-like path.

Imagine yourself in an old dilapidated

Ford

V

Eight,

as

we

were,

to see the great “Citadel” and the
palace of Sans Sauci at Milot. As

pushing along an old country road.
The mud is three feet deep and still
more rain is pouring down. Wind
comes down, sweeping the mud into
your windshield. You stop here and
there now to remove an old tree
blocking the way, now to drag the
car out of a muddy pool. Lightning

I

strikes, and the thunder

When father had finished his business,

he

was

to

decided

learn

he

later,

would

the

like

Citadel

and the Sans Sauci were built by
Henry Christophe.
Christophe, a
fugitive slave from the Saint Thomas
Island, managed to build himself
up, and became king of Haiti. He
tried to copy the ways of the French
nobility, and theiefore he built a
magnificient palace known as Sans
Sauci, meaning “without care”. To
protect himself from any possible
revolution he built the great fortress,
The Citadel, high up in the mountains of the peninsula. All these
buildings were, of course, in ruins.
But any visitor who goes to Haiti,
goes to see the Citadel.

shakes

the

trees to their very roots. The wind
rushes through the tall mangoe trees,
in a wild frenzy, uprooting a cocoanut tree here, and sending a shower
of mangoes to the ground. The wild
pounding of the rain on your cartop drives you frantic. The blinding
flashes of lightning startle you, and
the gust of cold wind seeping into
the car reaches the very marrow of
your bones, driving you into neverending shivers.
Even the beautiful, stately royal
palms lining the road cannot withstand this furor. Now you can see

the branches of the palms pointing

flowers are floating around in brown
pools of water like blood shed from

the tree that has been killed. The
branches of the coffee trees bend to
the wind that drives across and carnies away their fruit. They bend
and pay homage to the wind that
comes tumbling down the slope into
the valley, bringing desolation and
furor to all in its path. The trees
bend to the wind that uproots
palms, that makes lakes out of
swamps and swamps out of dry
land, that lays waste to the crops,
that tumbles bridges from their
foundations, and pulls them along
the river never to be seen again.
Now we came to a bridge on the
road. If we could have passed this
bridge the greatest obstacles would
have been conquered. But down below the bridge the river was raging
like an angry bull. We could see
branches and other debris floating
down the river to the mouth of the
stream, there to be swallowed by an
immense roaring, wild ocean. The
question was, “Should we or shouldn’t we cross”. Father hesitated for a
while, for already he could see the
brown waves of water lashing against
the supports of the bridge and
sweeping away the ground from under them. As far as I was concerned
I had nothing to stay. I just sat
there and wished that I had shut my
big mouth and stayed home.
Finally
might as
cross the
almost a
once we

the driver decided that we
well take a chance and
bridge. After all, we were
mile away from Milot and
had crossed the bridge we

er easily.

I closed my eyes, and I

could make the rest of the trip rath-

towards the air like arms extended in

twelve miles away from Cap Haitien

supplication. Then suddenly a swift
wind comes tumbling down the hills

didn’t cry for fear I would not be
taken along on some other trip. My
imagination went wild as we slowly

where we were. On our way to Milot, a storm which had been predicted since we left Cap Haitien,
broke out. Rain began coming down

and strips the palms of their beautiful branches. Where once could be
seen rows of majestic royal palms
with their branches swaying gently

drove across the river. I squeezed
my eyes tighter, but still all I could
think of was the bridge crumbling

Milot was a small village on the
southern end of the peninsula, about

Page six

down

into the wild torment below.

(Continued on Page 10)

es, phobias and behavior patterns in

MUSINGS

a theoretical

in your

psych

With a touch of humor

just look around you. Brother, we've
got ’em all!

® By Rrra McGarry

Professors are supposedly the centers of attraction in most classes.

Then
AT THE

MATCHES

I have seen men work.
I have
seen the common laborer earn his
bread by the sweat of his brow. I
have seen the white-collar worker
weary to the point of exhaustion after a day at the office. I have seen
the professional man as he goes
about his practice, but never have I
seen anything to compare to the
physical energy expended by a wrestler.

We were tired of going to movies,
plays and such. We wanted to do
something different. I can assure
you if you ever get in such a mood
the wrestling matches are the answer. Last Tuesday night we trav-

eled down to the local house of concerts, circuses, exhibitions and what-

have-you-that-you-need-a-hall-for.
my

The thrilling prospect of viewing

first exhibition

of the art of

grunt-and-groan was before me.
Tickets having been procured from
a gentleman who possessed a gorgeous cauliflower ear, we beat our
way inside only to discover that the
matches had already started. Mad

screams filled the place—‘Tear his

arm off”, “Kill him, murder him.”
By stepping on a minimum of fif
teen or so characters in the motley
crowd, we finally claimed our seats

amid insisting shouts of “down in
front.”

_

sense

courses but for practical examples

You figure it out—I can’t. There
A
were three men in that ring.
fourth was standing on the sidelines
just cheering for his buddy. Everybody was fighting everybody else,

half booed so it didn’t really make
much difference.

With the main bout came my real
introduction to the technical side of
Sgt. Bob Cummins
the massacre.
and Pierre LaBelle were the two
dopes who chose to earn their livings
by exhibiting muscular prowess to
us equally dopey spectators. ““I'wo
falls out of three!”,

knocking each other around and oh,
well finally somebody won. Half
the

audience

cheered

and

the other

It

order to be proclaimed victor.

seems, too, that he has to hold his

shoulders to the canvass for some
three seconds and therein lies the
difficulty. Round and round they
went, twisting arms and legs. Sgt.
Cummins had a charming way of
dragging his opponent around the

ring on his nose, but it didn’t seem

to disturb friend Pierre too greatly.
All went well ’till the ‘Sarge,’ in the
manner

of all

sergeants,

I’m

told,

picked up poor Mr. LaBelle and deposited him on the cold concrete
outside the ring. Having accomplished that, merely touching his
shoulders to the canvas was a simple
feat.

her hair, much

in the same manner

as does our little yellow canary. She
files

her

fingernails.

She

adds

a

fresh coat of lipstick to an already

brilliant mouth. As a last resort she
takes out an old letter with a military address in the corner and reads

it with a knowing smile on her lips
that seems to indicate that the contents are both flattering and wonderful. Having added a sufficient
quantity of mystery to the whole
affair, she sits back and relaxes, wait-

ing for the bell to ring so that all
those lucky men can rush up to fill
in the empty spaces in her date
book.
It will look lovely in the
writeup of her wedding—the bride
is a graduate of the University of
Dayton.

IN CLASS

But the female of the species is
not the sole offender. She has her
partner in crime in Handsome Harry.
Harry is a phys. ed. major and star
halfback, stellar first baseman, highscoring forward and sterling linksman—each in its proper season. Here
is the bird who tugs at your curls
if he sits behind you—scuffs at your
shoes if he sits beside you—imprisons you with his chair if he sits in
front of you. In moments of. boredom—for classes can be so dull you
know—he taps out the latest jive
thythm with his pencil, adding the
off beats with his heel plates. Harry

For a true study of human behayior one need go no farther than the
Have you ever
nearest classroom.

ing paper to class with him. Now
if the dear boy wants to keep up on
current events, who is to object?

It was gay—the place, the people
and the matches. "Tuesday night

two females will ply their trade in
the same squared circle. Me, I'll be

the one in the red hat, yelling “Give
her a pile-driver, give her a pile-

driver.” Aside to the readers: Will
someone puhleceez tell me what a
pile-driver is?

including and especially, the referee.

After one of the big brutes, (I never
did find out their names), managed
to get another one of the trio down
on the floor, the other two started

the announcer

said, and the boys were on their way.
My patient escort kindly explained
that one man had to touch the other’s shoulders to the canvas twice in

why is it that students can

find so many other sources of
amusement and entertainment? The
poor man stands on his two feet
(he doesn’t even rate a chair like us
paying customers!) and passes out
his diverse bits of information while
specimen-of-human- behavior - number-one Glamorous Gloria plies the
age old trade of seeing just how
much attention she can get from the
male contingent.
She fluffs out

watched
class?

your

fellow

students

in

You can talk about complex-

is also the bird that brings the morn-

(Continued on Page 24)
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The Crescent City

The

We take a trip south

moisture in the soil, the dead were

“ovens”—small chambers built out
from a brick wall. This practice,

however,

Louisiana may well point with
pride to New Orleans, it’s largest
metropolis, and with great veracity,
call it America’s most interesting
city. It well deserves this title because its character is made up of the
blended customs and _ architecture
of three nations, France, Spain, and

New

Not only does

Orleans reflect the countries

already mentioned, but it suggests a
pictorial story extending through

many periods. There are within its
bounds the old Spanish and French
quarters with their time-worn buildings and narrow, cobbled streets.
The picturesque wrought iron balconies make the Old World atmos-

phere realistically close to the Cres-

cent City’s many and enthusiastic
visitors. ‘The New World is also
very much present in this city of contrasts.

The

modern

section, which

stands out strongly in comparison to
the Vieux Carre, the old quarter,
represents the best in architectural

skill and building construction.

Canal Street is the principal business thoroughfare and the dividing

line between the old and the new
portions

of the

city.

When

one

crosses this wide, busy street to the

Vieux Carre, it is like stepping from
the United States into France itself.
Leading off from broad Canal Street
are tiny, narrow avenues lined with
two or three-story buildings, with
their inevitable fancy balconies,
hanging plants, and wooden shutters. ‘These buildings and houses
are flush with the narrow sidewalks,

and wooden gates lead to narrow
hallways opening on spacious patios.
A fleeting glimpse of these charming courtyards can be seen through
the - old-fashioned gates, but their
enchanting beauty is only truly evi-

dent when one stands in their cloistered midst. Balconies surround the
flagstoned
square, while potted

plants and hanging ivy are seen in
abundance. On one side of the patio
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Or-

interred in tombs, commonly called

@ By IsaBEL KLopr

the United States.

old cemeteries of New

leans are among the city’s most interesting places.
Because of the

wisteria trails from the railing of
the upper balcony and on the other
side a narrow stairway wends its way
to the second story.
Perhaps a
small fountain in the center of the
patio adds to the beauty of the
scene by throwing its clear, bubbling
water into the air.
The Vieux Carre is also noted for
its delectable restaurants and its antique shops, which are just as ancient and interesting as the wares
they contain.
One of the most
famous of these restaurants is Antoine’s, which has been serving its
savory delicacies since 1840. After
one

has

visited

fully understands

New

Orleans,

he

why it has been

called ‘the cookingest city in Amer-

ica.”

The old quarter was laid out in
1720 by the engineers of Bienville,
the founder of the city. Its boundanies are Canal

Street on the south;

Esplanade Avenue on the north;
Rampart Street on the west, and
North Peters Street and a portion of
the river on the east. These streets
marked the old defenses of the colony. St. Louis Cathedral is found
within these boundaries and is one
of the best-known churches in the
United States. It is the third cathedral of the same name on the same
site, and many distinguished Frenchmen and Spaniards are buried in its
crypts.

Jackson Square, called the most
historic spot in historic New Orleans, is adjacent to the Cathedral.
Here Bienville marked out the review of the French troops; here were
held the most important meetings
in

Louisiana;

and

here

Ulloa

took

possession of the city in the name
of the King of Spain.

In the center

of the square, General Jackson was
crowned the hero of the Battle of
New Orleans.
A fine equestrian

statue of the General marks the spot

for posterity.

has

been

discontinued

since the system of modern drainage
has been installed.
In the modern
leans, Garden

part of New

Or-

District, the residen-

tial portion of the city, is outstanding.
Here are beautiful southern
homes, placed in a setting of abund-

ant tropical plants and flowers.
Charles

Avenue,

a broad

St.

boulevard

seven miles long, is lined with magnificent estates of which New Orleans is proud.

of

The city proper occupies a strip

land

between

the

Mississippi

River and Lake Ponchartrain. Formerly, the trend of the city followed
the curve of the river, giving New
Orleans its unusual nickname, “The
Crescent City,” but with the passage of time the city has grown so

that now it resembles the letter “s”

in shape. Lake Ponchartrain, which
is forty miles long aud twenty-four
miles wide, affords the city a fine
playground, and is connected to it
by two canals.
After realizing all the attractions
“The Crescent City” has to offer
to its visitors, we can fully understand why so many thousands of
people come to New Orleans annually, and after departure, praise it

so extravagantly.

Kak

Litterati at Brook

Farm

_tion. Of a serious turn of mind, he
fitted in perfectly with the Farmers’

program of work and study, while

A series of brief biographical
sketches.
© By Witu1aM

Between

their

Dorsey

1825

and

1850

many

groups attempted to establish a communistic paradise in the United
States. Some of these experiments
were made by religious sects: the
Mormons with their doctrines of
polygamy and group ownership were
unwelcome even in “wild” Missouri
and

were

forced

farther

west,

the

Shakers established several associative communities here in our own
Miami Valley; the Rappites developed the tract of land which Robert
Owen bought for his socialistic experiment at New Harmony, Indiana.
Albert Brisbane and Horace Greeley
spread the doctrines of the French
socialist, Charles

Fourier,

and

soon

numerous “Phalanxes” sprang up in
New

York,

Illinois and

Wisconsin.

The most notable “paradise planters” were a group of New England
‘Transcendentalists and writers. They
were affected by the new idealism
brought over from Europe just like
the other experimenters, but they
were much less materialistic and far
more Christian. Their community
established at Brook Farm, attracted

more attention than did any other

activity of the Transcendentalists,
but it never really prospered. In 1844
they adopted Fourier’s socialistic
ideas in order to supply themselves
with a scientific economic philoso-

phy, but their finances still contin-

ued to become worse. When fire
destroyed their new Phalanstery
(community house) in the spring of
1846 they were soon forced to abandon their project. Due to the complete failure of Brook Farm we
often regard its members as mere
socialistic schemers and visionaries;
the falsity of these judgments can
easily be shown by a brief consideration of the great number of famous
litterateurs among the Farm’s founders

and

visitors.

members,

friends

and

an intellectual and religious genius.
Educated for the ministry, he labored for many years as a zealous
Unitarian pastor. During his entire
life he was convinced that unless
our doctrines make us lead a better
life and actually love our neighbor
they are useless. He desired to really

do something towards reforming the

materialistic and unjust society of
his day; he believed that a community in which brotherly love was
shown to be really practicable would
offer the best argument for Chris-

tianity and soon bring about the re-

formation of society; hence he
planned this community, did all in
his power as an administrator and
worker

to

Farm,

was

make

it

succeed,

and

abandoned it only because he was
forced to do so by a chain of un-

fortunate
circumstances.
The
founder of Brook Farm was no vis-

ionary; he was a man of thoughtful
action.

discussions

did

heard news of the sale of Brook
Farm; immediately he wrote to a
friend at home a letter full of happy
recollections of his stay at the Farm
with such inspiring companions. In
later years he became editor of
Harper’s Magazine and author of
several books of amusing satire, but
never did he abandon the humanitarian idealism which he had learnt
at Brook Farm.
John Dana was a member of
Brook Farm almost from the beginning and was one of the last ones

to leave the property.

As a member

of the community he was always
active, always doing something for

others. After 1847 he worked on
The Tribune, entered politics and
even became Grant’s Assistant Sec-

retary of War.

As the years went

he became a writer of those poisonous editorials fashionable in his day,

editor of the rival of the paper of
Greeley.
idealism

He lost much of his early
and

unselfishness,

but

he

never lost his respect for the Brook
Farmers.

John Sullivan Dwight who later
Nathaniel Hawthorne joined the
community shortly after its foundation. Ripley put him to work at
once,

but

he

did

not

mind;

for a

while the manure pile was “a gold

mine” and hard work “transforming.” Soon, however, the struggle

with heat, weeds, rain and wind, the

hard labor, the close community life
began to grate on his sensitive and
He became
retiring temperament.
a boarder at the Farm and then he
had the entire day to himself, but
by now he was thoroughly skeptical
about this scheme into which he had
poured all his savings; finally, he left
the farm, a very discouraged young
man. Later on he idealized life at
Brook Farm in The Blithedale
His only complaint
Romance.
against the venture was that he
could not reconcile hard manual
labor and creative writing.
George

George Ripley, the founder and
guiding spirit of Brook

delightful

much to develop the social side of
his character. While in Europe he

Brook
for

the

William

Farm

Curtis came to

in order to be tutored

Harvard

entrance

examina-

became editor of the Musical Journal and a great promoter of symphonic music in Boston was the
head of the Farm’s music department. A real musical genius with
all the temperamental defects of
such men he did his share to make
the Farm prosper, never became
disillusioned, and gave up the project only because he saw that a set
of circumstances rendered its continuation exceedingly difficult.
Ralph

Waldo

Emerson,

whom

Ripley first approached with his
scheme, found his personal tastes

and desire for retirement too much
for his penetrating reason which told
him

that organization

alone could

cure the ills of society so he pre-

ferred to insist on his doctrine of

personal

holiness,

and_

refrained

from joining the Farm. Not content

with

only

wrote

him

encouraging

Ripley

he

many letters expressing

his regrets that he could not join
him.
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In

It is really strange that the impressionable

Margaret

Fuller

was

content to remain only a visitor of
the Farm instead of one of its most
enthusiastic

members;

Emerson’s

aloofness and her own family finan-

cial troubles probably did much to
keep her from joining it. With
Emerson she frequently visited their
friends there and entered into their
discussions of social problems.

Henry David Thoreau refused to
be interested in the discussions of
the Transcendentalists in spite of his
respect for these people personally;
likewise, although he consented to
visit the Farm with Emerson and
rejoiced to meet his old friends, he
was repelled by the work and discussions carried on there.

The

famous

pioneer

Catholic

journalist
and
convert
Orestes
Brownson showed his respect and
regard for the Farmers by sending
his own son and Isaac Hecker, the
future founder of the Paulist Fathers, to them, and by frequently visiting Brook Farm.
His editorial
work kept him from joining the
group, but he never failed to give
them encouragement.
_

Horace

Greeley,

editor

of

The

Tribune and Albert Brisbane, author

of The Social Destiny of Man, had
very much to do with the socializing
of Brook Farm. Both of them visited friends there and were always

received kindly though Greeley’s ill-

humor and Brisbane’s dogmatism
were a little trying at times. When
the Farmers met financial difficulties they turned to Greeley and Brisbane or Fourier’s economic philosophy and monetary aid; they organ-

ized the Farm on
plan.

parent

the

Soon, however,

helpers

new schemes:
the Red Bank

munity

deserted

them

for

Greeley turned to
communistic com-

and Brisbane

for Karl Marx.

“Phalanx”

the two ap-

left Fourier

The farmers were

too charitable to accuse

them

treachery,

to admit

but

they had

of

that their conduct did much to
cause the failure of their project, for
when the new Phalanstery burnt
down their appeals
unanswered.
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for help

went

1847

Brook

Farm

actually

Ho, hum, the nonentity, the soldier, who was in the European the-

passed out of existence. It had been
a sincere attempt by intelligent and
religious men and women to establish a community which would set

ater! Who would have thought it?
Do you suppose Camille knows who
this guy Patton is? Do you suppose
that Camille knows?

the example of what the new social

order should be. They failed because
such an organization can succeed
only through force or through grace;
they were not bent on founding a
religious order nor a dictatorship.
Their attempt did awaken some to
the fact that social reforms demand
organization, and one Brook Farmer,
John Orvis, actually did do much to
organize Labor Unions.

wok
THE STORM
(Continued from Page 6)
I was
say, by
I could
the car

SERVANT

(Continued from Page 5)

course.

grabbed the
that he would
guard walked
say, the guard

Nevertheless

the bridge for already we could feel
the swaying of the supports below
us. Scarcely had we reached the
other side of the bridge when I
heard a mighty roar burst forth and
I felt the earth shaking under me.
I looked around and lo and behold,

all I could remember were two lines
of a poem I had memorized in the
sixth grade:
“Like a vessel of glass, she stove

Patton

guard’s gun and said
stand guard while the
the dog. Needless to
walked the dog.”

We all enjoyed
asked for more.

this

story

eyes I was
again. But
fast.
Sure
had been
bridge. We

quickly made for the other side of

cerning the dog happened when Patton dashed up the steps at headquarters in Weisbaden, with riding
boots shining, and the dog on the
leash. He breezed up to the guard
and asked him to walk the dog
around the square while he attended
to business inside. The guard told
him with regret that he could not
leave his post, which Patton knew

of

awakened, so to
and informed that
eyes when I heard
dead stop.

When I opened my
happy that we were safe
perhaps I had spoken
enough the left wheel
caught on the side of the

oe
SWIFT-FOOTED

fortunately
the driver,
open my
come to a

and sank,

Ho. . . Ho. . . The breakers

roared.”

Early the next morning as I stood
on the embattlements of the colossal
Citadel, rightfully known as one of
the seven wonders of the modern
world, I looked at the rising sun.
The sun came up and with her came
brightness and beauty and joy after
gloominess and stormy weather. ‘The
trees no longer bent toward the
ground but now they straightened
up searching for the sun. Way below the river we had spanned the
day before ceased to rumble along
and now calmly searched for its way
to the sea. I could easily discern

and

“Patton,” continued our speaker,
“Was colorful, loved the spectacular.
He was in his glory when he and
his army were lost. He took a great
delight in showing up in a spot that
was not intended by the staff. One
time they found out he was headed
in a certain direction for a certain
town.
When they got in touch
with him and told him not to proceed, he replied, “What do you want
me to do, give it back to the Germans. Hell, I took it yesterday.’ ”

the gap formed by the collapsing of
the bridge. Funny the things one
can think of at such moments.
I
didn’t think that yesterday we were

“So your impression of the brass

nearly killed. The only thing I could

hats is definitely good,” we said.

think of was:

“Now

we'll have to

I

wade all the way across when we go

don’t care what anybody says, they
are a great bunch.

back. Oh! Why did the bridge have
to fall?

“You bet, those guys are O. K.

ALONG

A STREAM

DEPARTING

I like to walk along a stream

OF

THE

With deep regrets and a heavy heart

Under the oaks all dressed in green,
And drop a hook in a glimmering pool
Where a bass swims forward like a fool
To eat a tasty meal.

Where weeks before,
They congregated

I like to see the blue jay flit

By the score.

I watched the robins all depart

From my front yard lawn

To a low hung branch near where I sit,

Now the grass is burnt

And idle away an hour or two

With no important thing to do
But enjoy myself.
I eat my lunch on a rolling hill
When the wind is quiet and the leaves lie still
And the sun beats down on where I lie
Watching the flight of a butterfly.

And in the evening when twilight falls
The voice of a night hawk loudly calls.

So through a field of clover hay
I walk toward home at the close of day
Delighted but hungry.
—Ratpu W. Ptas
es

ee

Full like an arrow shot from a hunter’s hand
The steel-shod engine ran its curveless course.
And while I looked, dim distance veiled its flight,
And lazy smoke o’er glistening rails was left.

But as I started, the shiny rails became
A beaten path. The smoke was dust.
And, too, I think I saw a galloping hoise whose rider

wore
A band of feathers round his copper-colored face.
Xe

And the earth seems bare,
But the flock of robins
Never cared.

But cold winds blew
And just today

With a flap of wings
They flew away.
And

still I wonder

With sad lament,
Will it be spring
Where

the robins went?

Do they find their food
In people’s lawns;
Will they be back
When the winter’s gone?

PROGRESS

—JOHN

ROBINS

SCHREIBER

How I wish they’d stay
And be here still,
Just a few short steps
From my window sill.
—Ratpu
”
RHAPSODY

%

W.

Pras

*
IN GREEN

No matter whether wind, or rain, or shine,
Dawn finds him here, this madman
Armed to teeth with club and tee;

ee

CHOICE

Each pellet feels his wrath in vicious cut
Or aftermath, then whirls away

A breezy April day
With gray or bright blue skies;

To hide in nature’s skirts;

A snappy winter one
With snow, dazzling eyes;

Now trod upon and lavished with his curse,

Now off again, competing with the lark,
Sad evidence the driver found his mark,
‘To pass the pit and pass it ever o’er,
‘Then, falling true, is snatched to start again;

A soggy week of rain
And mud covered shoes;
Arid summer’s season—
A day from these I’d choose.

Up hill and down, in clover, trap, and rough

But offer me no more

"Till goal is reached, with wounds
Of mud and maul, they rest at last,
The golfer and his ball.

The airy autumn day

And knowledge that its colors
Too soon must fade away.
—Miiur

Moonry

—RayMonp W. Tosias
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Editorial Comment

...

C. KING BRADOW,, Editor-in-chief
ASSOCIATE EDITORS
CHARLES SEAMAN
Rira McGarry

Joun WHARTON

Rosert

IsABEL KLOPF

Joan CULBERTSON

WELCOME
Conditions such as we have at the University of
Dayton never existed here before this. The nornal
capacity of the school is about one thousand full-time
students and right now over eighteen hundred are in
the full-time classes and about one thousand are the

night classes.

Schools all over the country are in the

same condition so we are not in any way exceptional. As
we all know we are extending our educational facilities

to the breaking point to take care of the men and
women who gave of their time and effort that this world
might be saved from the savagery of the war criminals
among our enemy nations. ‘These people deserve every

bit of service that Uncle Sam and the colleges are doing
for them.

The Exponent, in the name of the administration and
the faculty, wants to welcome all the GI’s and all the

new students and all the old students to the University
of Dayton. We have had the GI’s with us since last
February and those of the faculty who have had any
experience with them find them to be serious students.
They know what they want and they are going after it.
It is a pleasure to work with such people. Our wish for

them is that they will be able to graduate from U. D.
and take their place successfully in the ranks of business
and the professions. You have our sincerest thanks, all

you GI’s, for what you have done for us and the country
and the world and we wish you much success.—C. K. B.

TOGETHER

At the first faculty meeting held in the Library Auditorium some time ago Father George Renneker, S. M.,
president of the University of Dayton. made a plea to

the faculty to consider the University’s faculty and
student body as one big family.

He said that the admin-

istration takes the part of the parents and the faculty
are the older brothers and sisters of the students and

the students are the children. He asked the faculty men
and women assembled there to consider themselves as
more than hired employes. They are dealing with
human souls and not with something just material and
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Muture

Mooney

JAcK JONES

that intangible quality which he called family spirit will
cause all of the faculty to take a very personal and genu-

ine interest in the success of all the students.
Evidently the students will want to work with the
faculty in maintaining this family spirit. In the first
place the student’s duty is to look after his schoot work.
We measure a college by the spirit of study that ani-

mates teachers and students.

There is much evidence

about the campus that we are well on the way to being
a group of people who are serious about work, and this
is to be attributed to a large extent to the older GI’s

who add a note of maturity to the campus. Just in passing we might say that we know you will support the
football team and we hope that you will not smoke in
the buildings and that you will put your extinguished
cigarettes in the place destined for them. You know
there are many smokers here on the campus and the
campus can be very dirty if you do not try to keep it
clean. Thanks for your cooperation.
—C. K. B.
Re
A

WORD

TO

THE

WISE

Going to college is a serious matter.

Students have a

very special opportunity to prepare themselves for their
life work.

They study something very technical—like

engineering or something special like business administration, or they take a more general course like the arts
course. Much of what they study they will forget, but

the proper kind of study will leave with all students
habits of mind that will be useful in later life. Don’t

ROR
LET US WORK

UNGER

forget that you come to school primarily to learn how to

think. See that you get all the mental training from
your work that is possible.
Some of you have been out of school for several years,
and you will find the going rather difficult at the start.
But you are still young enough to adjust yourself to
college life, and particularly remember this. An average
student can succeed if he continues to work quietly,
patiently, constantly. Don’t work by fits and starts.
Keep at your work week after week. It is not always

easy but it is the best way to success.
luck to all of you.

The best of good
—C. K. B.

The Exponent is the literary magazine of the cam-

dissipated like a cloud but must stay with us all through
the year. That is the purpose of a retreat, to pep us up
spiritually for the coming year. ... When you come to

pus. As college magazines go it has a very respectable
old age. It was born way back in 1903 and the first

street and walk up the side walk instead of cutting

YOUR

EXPONENT

issues were mimeographed.

Down

school via the Brown street bus why not get off at L

through the years

across the park. Already you have worn a path through

it has continued its course, weathering both world wars.
It may have missed some numbers but it was never

the park. When you come to see some one you don’t
walk across his lawn and his flowers. Thanks for your

discontinued for any period of time. It reappears in the
present school year with this October number and the

purpose of the present staff is to keep the magazine up
to the high standards that former groups have maintained.

We

sincerely trust that we can do so, but for

that we earnestly solicit the assistance of all students
who feel that they have a message for the men and women on the University of Dayton campus, and likewise
have the ability to put that message in effective readable English. Stories or essays will gratefully be ac-

cepted and if they are humorous, so much the better.
Students should read heavy philosophical articles but
not many do so, and a preponderance of such a diet
would be too heavy for modern American college people.
How can I get my articles printed? Very simple. Write
it or better type it, put it in an envelope marked

Exponent and drop the envelope in the Campus post
office. You do not have to belong to the staff to get an

article in the Exponent.

Do not say that we did not

give you the opportunity. Here it is right at hand. And
we want to hear from the blossoming poets too. Verse
adds tone and variety to the college magazine. Don’t
say I can’t write. Try it. See you in the columns of the

Exponent.

Thanks for your contributions.—C. K. B.
2.

Se

THIS AND

ek

cooperation. . . . We are all so sorry about all the boys
who were hurt in the Cincinnati game. And we feel
proud of them for the grand comeback that they made

in the Cincinnati game.

Those U.D. football players

are a fine group of young men. They are gentlemen and
that is what some one said some years ago on the way to
California for the St. Mary’s game and the various teams
have kept up that reputation. Just ask Harry and Jim

and Joe and they will tell you. We are behind you team.
=:
Wo
FIRST

ee
THINGS

FIRST

The attendance at the chapel service at Holy Angels
Church the first week of school was most gratifying. So
has been the attendance at the weekly chapel services.
These weekly meetings in the chapel with the mass and
benediction and the sermons have for purpose to keep
you spiritually pepped up. Students need this because
their minds are occupied with their profane studies all
week and the chapel service brings them back to the
purpose of human existence, going back to God.
Right now in college is the time for young men and
women to train themselves for the positions of leader-

ship that they will have to assume later on in life. They

THAT

The retreat has come and gone and the students
are to be congratulated on the magnificent showing they
made at the instructions down at Holy Angels church.

must be imbued now with that philosophy of life that
will save the world from the confusion that is threatening to engulf it today. Where will that philosophy be
acquired but in the religion and the philosophy classes.

It required an extra effort to go there.

It would have

The University of Dayton desires to send all students

been easier to go down town for a show or to go to some
tavern for afternoon refreshments. The important thing

out into life as law-abiding and God-fearing citizens.
Only such kind of people are assets to their country.

is that we keep in mind all the good thoughts and resolutions that we got from the retreat. They must not be

Don’t miss your chance now to train for good citizenship. Put first things first.

—C.S.
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WOMEN’S

WE the WOMEN
all

subjects

having

invites contributions on any and
a feminine

angle.

News,

views,

slants and rants all may find their place on this page.
‘The space belongs strictly to the coeds—this is no-man’sland!
—Eprror

ee

ee

Spirit is a certain indefinable something that lifts a
toward a single purpose—an unselfish pursuit of that
students and will
You can’t put up
have instilled spirit
stand up and cheer
done. It means so

much more than that.
When a

discourage a group, then school spirit is lacking.

School

spirit can overcome more than a single barrier.
When a single athletic reverse can cause a student to
“knock” his team, then school spirit is lacking.

Win or

lose, true school spirit is with the team.
When any single individual, whether mighty senior or
insignificant freshman can say, “U. D. doesn’t mean
anything to me,” then some thing just as precious as

knowledge has died. ‘The school has lost something, the
student body has lost something without which it cannot exist.
What

institution

can be done?

that which

precious school spirit.

What

can give back to this

is slowly drifting away—that
You can tell me the school is

abnormally crowded and I will answer you—“What
makes for more influence than a great unified group?”
You can tell me that the students are looking merely

for education and not for extra-curricular activities and I
can answer you—“What contributes more to education
than contacts with people, learning to live in communPage fourteen
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McGarry

You can

tell me, “I haven’t the time.” and I can only tell you

that you cannot afford not to have the time. It takes
the same number of minutes to knock a thing that it

does to praise it.

It means a lot to many of us.

Maybe had you had a choice you would have selected
another school, but forget about it now. You are here.
This school is yours. Take pride in its history, its present accomplishments.
Take pride in what it is and
what it will be. Know your school. Know its songs
and when the occasion arises, stand up and sing them.
Know its cheers, and whether the team is winning or

losing, let them know that you are still behind them.
In a few years all that you know here at U. D. will
merely be a memory.

single reverse, a single upset in plans can

.

ity, learning the give and take that is life?”

‘This is our school.

group of students from a humdrum body of knowledgeseekers to a unified organization with all members bent
which benefits the majority of the
accomplish the most for the school.
a poster and then relax and say, “I
into the student body.” You cannot
at a pep rally and feel that the job is

EDITOR

Make it a happy one.

a year you can remember with pride.
for its spirit.

Make this

Remember U. D.

“U. D. we hear you calling
Fidelity’s the test.
Your
From
With
Your

stalwart sons all answer
the north, south, east and west.
measured tread advancing
emblem full in view

We sound your praise and pledge our loyalty
To the red and blue.”

—R.E. M.
ek

COLLEGE

*

PROFESSORS

Into the life of every college student comes the awe-

inspiring, interesting and often eccentric figure of the

college professor. Popular opinion depicts him as a
dear old absent-minded man, eternally looking for his
glasses which are, of course, perched on his forehead.
His lectures are profound but stuffy and have fallen

into a set routine through years of teaching.

This latter

factor enables certain enterprising students to purchase
from students of previous classes, lecture notes and even

after all, peaches and cream complexion was quite chic
in those days and the more pale a lady looked the more

examination answers.

delicate she was considered to be.

Outside of class this noble peda-

gogue seldom comes out of the intellectual fog except to
utter a few “ohs” and “ahs.” Fortunately it can be
said with much truth that he is not a typical member
among the teachers of higher learning. Each one is
different. Each has his own characteristic personality

and pecularities but there are many who can be classified under certain types.

Who has not met the zealous professor who burns
to impart to the cerebral mass before him, detailed
knowledge of his own field? In arduous and violent
terms he proclaims the vitality and importance of his
subject. For those who are not thoroughly convinced
he feels a condescending sympathy.
Then
admits
unusual
enough
write a
at times
cannot

there is the type of professor who modestly
that he is widely traveled and has had many
experiences. He transmits to his students
personal data to enable some energetic soul to
worthy biography. Unfortunately it is difficult
to remember what course he is teaching but one
help feeling privileged at meeting such a cosmo-

politan fellow.
There is also the professor recently of the armed
forces whose courses ate vaguely similar to officers’ candidate school.
The student labors long hours over

assignments, imbibes much learning only to get at the
end of the semester a shockingly low grade. ‘Those who
finish the course vow they will never take another one

from him and deem it their duty to warn fellow humans
about this defrauder.

Types of college professors are too numerous to define
them all. There is still one type, however, that must
not be forgotten. He is interested in his subject and in
his students. He lectures about his subject but digresses
occasionally with amusing anecdotes that keep the

course from becoming dry.

If the student works hard

he can earn a high grade. He can learn exactly what he
wants. The attributes of this professor are many and
he is not too uncommon in the college. In fact a college

student will meet him often and forget him seldom.
—Mary Frances CAVANAUGH

Everybody knew

that a sun-colored complexion was a sign of a country
girl, and far be it from grandma to leave any one with
that impression.
My, how things have changed since the good old days.

Today, the highlight of vogue is being natural.

No

more pasty powder or sticky pancake make-up for our

modern American girl. In fact the deeper a girl’s tan is
the more “hep” she is. A natural suntan is every girl’s
goal and to what ends she will not go to get one is not
imaginable.
Methods for acquiring a nut-brown complexion are
many and varied. First we have the debutant variety.
Along about January the sub-deb flies to Palm Beach or
Miami and lolls on the sea shore for about a month.
When she returns she looks the role of an over-anxious

vacationer, but that does not bother her any. She has
the jump on al] of us and she knows it. These girls are
few and far between though and usually are too busy
to take care of their tans once they have returned and
so are no dangerous competition.

The next type suntan we have is the fried lobster species. ‘This is exhibited by the little lady who wants to
be sure to get her money’s worth the first hot day of

summer. She dons her bathing suit and proceeds to the
privacy of her back yard where, with her favorite novel
in one hand and a “coke” in the other, she tries her

luck with King Sol. From early morning all through
the day, nary a bit does she stir, except occasionally
when she turns a bit to roast the other side. The effect
thus achieved does not really register till the next day

when we see the little beauty redder than the corner
stop light and squirming uncomfortably every time some
one comes within a ten-foot radius of her. The value
of the procedure, however, is zero, for after the blisters
comes the peel and then what has she?

A third and probably the best way is the let-it-sink-ingradually or the absorb-it-slowly process.

For this type

suntan the little lady must start with the first breath of
spring, getting a little sun each day. She must be consistent and determined with the treatments and must

wait patiently for the results.

If applied rightly this

Bika

method guarantees a lasting golden tan, the kind that

SUNTANS

will do anything for beauty so if you see the U. D. coeds
sitting out in the sun doing nothing remember this is a

Time was when grandmother got ready for her Sunday
afternoon ride in the surrey, she boldly powdered her
nose with a little of the contents of the flour barrel. For,

everybody admires.
serious matter.

It is a long tedious job but a girl

They are really hard at work trying to

get that certain look.
—BOonnrirE STELZER
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G.

J. Experinces...
A

GOOD

DEED

During the past four days of our
siege on St. Malo, a small French resort

on

were

the English

witnesses

scenes.

of

Channel,

many

we

accompanied. by a child of four or
five, pass Our gun position pushing

a wheel-barrow.
It was so laden
with bedding that the poor little
lady had to exert almost superhuman efforts to push it. My buddy
and I were moved

We

to tears by this

relegated our duty on

the gun to some one else and offered

to help her with her burden.

alternated between carrying

the child and pushing the wheelbarrow. I honestly don’t see how
the unforunate lady had hoped to
accomplish this task by herself. The
barrow was heavy, even for use, and

the child’s feet were
len.
It was several
where she was going
had been shelled ’till
impossible.

sore and swolkilometers. to
and the road
it was almost

After a time we rounded a bend
and came in sight of a typical, small,
stone French farmhouse. In front of

the house stood a man.
Immediately on seeing each other the man
and

the woman

had a

startled, sur-

prised look on their faces.

The man

rushed forward, embraced the wom-

an and both broke into tears. By
sign language and a French hand_ book we carried we were able to discover that the man was the woman’s
son and the child’s father. He had
been liberated a short time before

from the Germans, after having
been a prisoner for over four years.

Page

ts

‘The people were beginning

ings. Early one morning we noticed
one particularly feeble old woman,

We

—Don

pitiful

to infiltrate back towards the town
in which the Germans were rapidly
capitulating. Most of them were old
and decrepit, and their aged shoulders bore all their household belong-

sight.

They both tried to thank us, but
it was thanks enough just to see the
look on their faces when they met
after four years of separation. _
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JUST

Hower

arate paper.
There is our meal, but it still has

not received the crowning blow, the

*

chow line.

EATING

ers and ends up with hash every

is very difficult to bring to mind, I
seem to remember those golden days
of my youth and early manhood.
Eating was not quite the same process it has been for the past three
years. I seem to remember a small
family group sitting at a well-stocked

table which was my mother’s pride.

The foods were prepared to our own

taste and eaten in the order that is
common to family life.
Then came the war. I really cannot complain about the food in the

time.

For example let

no less) to Joe.

cook.

We

He is the second

can feel very sure of a

successful meal with Joe preparing

the main course. Only two months
ago Joe was vulcanizing tires for a

living but Joe has been metamorphosed into a good cook.

Next we come to the basic part
of our meal, the noble pome de terre
or potato. We shall give them as
always to the K P’s., who will undoubtedly produce one of two things
from them, either little white cubes

or the potato in its original form
with three or four white rings
wound around it.
To

these

ingredients

we

add

canned, diced carrots slightly heated, and

coffee.

I don’t believe

I

They

tail over the top of it.
But that is all over now, and for-

gotten about and we are back in civilian life at good old U. D., eating
good meals as-they should be eaten.
Why is my hand bandaged?
Oh,

it’s really nothing.

I just reached

for the potatoes yesterday and _ be. fore I could pull my hand back the
person beside me had his fork in

it, had it on his plate, and was pour-

ing gravy on it.

—Joun F. ScHNEDER

¥

food, very good food, that is when
it went into one of my Uncle’s tavus take one of the army’s better
meals. Let’s give the meat (steak,

Not real genuine hash.

have the nerve to smear fruit cock-

On the contrary it was good

erns or mess hall.

Each soldier passes his

mess kit by four individual contain-

Deep in my memory, although it

army.

will write about the coffee. In all
fairness I think it deserves a sep-

TRAINING COMMAND
BATTLES
February, 1943, found this then
dejected soul at Miami Beach, Florida, Basic Training Center No. 4.
That this training was rough will

not be disputed by any one who

went through the ordeal.

We

had

numerous hardships. While we were

undergoing all this it was said that

the Russians had started a counteroffensive.

After basic we sweated out five
months
college.

of training in a southern
Hours were spent over his-

tory, English, geography, mathema-

tics, and physics. All these were necessary in winning the war, especially English (and this latter for the
composition professor). During this

time the Yanks were capturing a
small bit of territory called North

Africa.

These were just factual op-

erations.

Our

movements

were

of

the strategic type and far more instrumental
the war.

in the final outcome

of

The battle of pre-flight at Ellington Field, Texas, far surpassed anything the Fifth Army was facing in
Sicily and Italy. The cold mornings
and hot days were almost beyond
human endurance. The toughest

part of the Texas campaign though,
was the sweating out of the bus
lines.

With

Ellington

fairly

well

se-

cured we were ready for the big
push for Kingman, Arizona, and
gunnery school. Day after day on
gunnery ranges firing ear splitting

heavy bombing, and day after day
found us on heavy missions to Denver and various close targets. During these flights the thermals and
P-40 camera attacks were terrific.
We were aided in the ETO by our
allies somewhat as they liberated
Paris and invaded Belgium.

October 24 found a bitter group
of boys at POE, Camp Milner, New
Jersey. Here we had fought for
twenty months across the country
and back again and now had to go
over and assist our slower cohorts.

With our blouses resplendent with
ribbons and six battle stars we wear-

ily trudged up the gangplank. The
battle of Picadilly was not far off.
—Bos

fifty calibers, class rooms and gun-

cleaning details all served to make
the stay at Kingman a miserable one.
It was here that we attained our air
legs and became hot rock gunners.

With
any

one

into

our new attitude towards
that walked,

Victorville,

we

stormed

California.

Just

eighteen more weeks and then a few

*

WOLFE

*

THE BOAR OF
TORRE DEL LAGO
“Tell me a war story, Grandpa,”

a tiny tow-headed tot chirps; sending
a soul-shattering kick to Grandpa’s
shins.

paper,

Grandpa

slowly

lowers

his

takes off his pinz-nez and

days at a rest camp recuperating
from the strain of the past months.

says, “Well now, son, I'll tell you
the tale of “The Boar of Torre del

wielding their whips, and from then

in-law looks at her husband with
raised eyebrows, as if to imply,
“Here goes Grandpa, and another
of those boring stories.’
The old

Our instructors met us at the gates
on it was one verbal lashing after

Lago’.”.

The old man’s daughter-

the other. The surrounding desert
never saw the like before as the blue
“high explosive” sand bombs rained
high and wide over its face. Never
before had so many bombs fallen

man places the boy on his knee—
and we are off!

These were the efforts of the young

tusks and stiff bristles, lived not at
the Tower of the Lake, but in a

on so many different places at once.

men who were soon to have the du-

bious honor of being bombadiers in

the USAAF.

While at Victorville

we heard some very silly rumors
about Cassino, Anzio, and D-Day at
Normandy. We were oldtimers now

though,

and

did

not

take

much.

stock in rumors.

I recuperated at a rest camp in
Dayton,

Ohio,

the

two

weeks

fol-

lowing graduation at Victorville. I
took full advantage of the opportunity because I wanted to be pre-

pared for the big things yet to come.

As always duty called and I reported to Pueblo, Colorado, in July,
1944. The crews were formed for

“This

giant

beast,

with

sharp

nearby forest of umbrella pines. This

forest is just inland from the Ligurian coast and just south of Viareggio, in Italy. If a person were to go
there today, he would probably still
find the natives speaking of the boar
of Torre del Lago with awesome
fright, and many think he continues

to roam the forest, rooting up small

umbrella pines, and left-over land
mines, planted by the Germans in
an effort to destroy him.
When
American patrols first reached Torre
del Lago they were warned by the
natives: ‘stay out of the umbrella
pine forest, if you wish to remain

healthy,’ but this only served to excite the regimental commander who

immediately ordered a combat patrol to go into the woods and root
out the big boar.

“A

war

protographer

happened

along and asked the patrol to pose
with spears. According to tradition,

he told them, pig-stabbing was always

done

with

spears.

However,

when the patrol started into the dark
forest, they were armed with BARs

and bazookas, tommy guns and MIs,

carbines and extra hand grenades,
for no one could tell just what this
boar of Torre del Lago might turn

out to be.

It did turn out to be a

boar, the biggest, fiercest, smelliest,

and most red-eyed swine that the
patrol’s farmer boy from Iowa had
ever seen. When the boar saw the
Americans he charged, and but for
two quick rounds from the bazooka
the story might have ended right
there. In the boar’s den the patrol
found a trusty Jerry helmet and a
torn, chewed, be-tusked copy of
‘Mein Kampf’.

“When the patrol reported its
mission accomplished, each was

awarded an Oak Leaf Cluster to add
to his Good Conduct ribbon. The
next morning the MPs came, declared the Torre del Lago off-limits,
and nailed a ‘No Hunting’ sign on
the forest of umbrella pines.
It

hangs there yet today.”

Now according to all set standards, Junior and everyone else,
should be sound asleep at the end
of the story; but not junior. After
sliding down from the old man’s
knees and giving him a parting kick,
he goes back to playing with his

model rocket ships, while the old
man sits staring into space, dream-

ing.

—WILLIAM

K. BEHLER

KO
ANGEL

ISLAND

Angel Island, the hell of desolation in the middle of civilization.
‘Take a good look at it, Gander and
John, it is your last one. Right now,

in the summer of 1941 you don’t
care if you do not see it again.

In

a few months you will be wishing
you had never left it.
(Continued on Page 22)
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is one of the finest tributes to the remarkable work that

he did at the University over a period of twenty-two
years.

.

ey

He was not only a very successful teacher but he was
a leader and organizer. While he was the head of the
division of science, the school of nursing of St. Elizabeth
Hospital and the medical technology school of the
Miami Valley Hospital became affiliated with the Untversity. Through his influence the science students
had access to the facilities of the local hospitals and to

the library of the Montgomery County Medical Society.
His interest extended beyond the pale of the Univer-

sity in other ways.

He was a member of the Ohio

Academy of Science, the Ohio Health Association, the
American Association for the Advancement of Science,

and the Botanical Society of America.

Brother Molz’s work at the University is completed
BROTHER

FRANCIS

J. MOLZ,

S. M.

The angel of death came very suddenly and unexpectedly to the University of Dayton faculty on Tuesday
morning, September 3, and took with him into the great
beyond Brother Francis Molz, the head of the division
of science. Brother Molz arose from the breakfast table
in his usual good spirits and before the president, Father
Renneker, who was with him, could realize what had

happened he was dead.

the faculty members who knew him and with his many
students. He had an unusual quality of making himself agreeable and liked particularly by the young men
and women in his department. His classes were always

interesting because he never ceased to study and work.
The hours that he spent in his office planning and
studying are the surest proof that he was a tireless

worker. He literally spent himself for his students.

Brother Molz was a member of the University of
Dayton faculty since 1924. He was
fifty-five years ago and entered the
1908. During the first years of his
was employed at St. George School
after that he was transferred to the

the Society in Dayton.

and he rests in the little cemetery on the campus where
his confreres who have gone before him rest. But his
memory will remain fresh for years to come, both with

born in Baltimore
Society of Mary in
teaching career he
in Cincinnati and
Normal School of

In 1920 he went to the Univer-

sity of Fribourg in Switzerland where he received his

doctorate in biology in 1924.

Coming to the University

in 1924 he first taught in the division of science and in
1935 he became associate dean and head of the division

of science.
During all the years that Dr. Molz taught in the division of science he was particularly interested in the premedical students of that division. Many young doctors

All this was the side of Dr. Molz’s character seen by
those who did not know him intimately. To his brethern in religion who have toiled here at U. D. down
through the years he was likewise an inspiration. He
worked diligently in his professional duties but behind it
all was the motive that animates all his Marianist brothers. He worked for God and Mary and God and Mary

who know the motives of the human heart were pleased
with his devotion and will reward him accordingly. His
going was not only a terrific shock to all of us but it has
left a wide gap in the ranks of the faculty. While we
submit lovingly to the will of God who gives and who
takes away, let us ask the Lord to send many more men
of the type of Dr. Molz to the U. D. faculty, men of
scholarship, vision and devotion to duty.

in the city of Dayton and in other cities received their
bachelor of science degrees from U. D. and the man
who stands out most prominently in their memory is

certainly Dr. Molz. It was interesting for the other
members of the faculty to see the young medics come
back to U. D. and look for “Doc.” as they all called

him.

This devotion of his former students to Dr. Molz
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He is survived by three brothers, Joseph, Edward and
Peter Molz and one sister, Mrs. Bertha Vogel, all of
Baltimore. Incidentally he visited all of them just a

few weeks before his death.

Our sincerest sympathy to

his sorrowing relatives and let us continue to breathe a

prayer for the eternal rest of his soul.

Student Essays...
THE STEINWAY OF
WRITING

be many more original stories because too many of them are alike
when everyone lets someone else in-

There’s a notable family named
Stein:

There’s Gertrude,

one

can

I don’t really know what I want
the time or if I did in the beginning
I keep telling myself that I don’t
know until I’m convinced that I
don’t and then I have to start all
off

than

when I

first

took up my pen. Everytime I have
something I want to write about,
it isn’t a suitable subject at the time

but when I don’t have anything to
write about and yet have the opportunity of writing about something I want to write about I can’t

think of anything and wish I had
something I didn’t want to write
about so I could write something.
I believe that all folks should
write the way the thoughts run
through their minds, before they
stop to think about them and
change them around so they aren’t
really the thoughts they were before. If you keep changing them
around ’till they sound best, they
sound best because they sound like
some other person said or wrote
them and if someone else thought
them that way most likely they
aren’t your thoughts but someone
else’s and you're stealing someone
else’s thoughts if they were really
their thoughts, which they probably
weren’t because hardly anyone ever
writes their own thoughts; they fix
them up, too, the way you do; but
that’s no excuse.

Books would be much more interesting

if the authors

sometimes;

understand

to write, but then I don’t know half

worse

That’s why our
crazy

about sometime before and they
stay in your subconscious mind so
that when your conscious mind is
relaxed you think about them and

Ein!

over,

so

Ep

there’s

Ep’s sculpture is junk;
no

are

they’re snatches of things you think

and there’s Ein.
Gert’s prose is bunk;
And

fluence his writing.
dreams

put

down

their true thoughts and there would

they seem just as real as what you
think and see when you're conscious
and sometimes more so.
Dreams
are always interesting even if they
don’t make sense and maybe they
would if you wrote them down and
remembered what it was that put
those things in yours subconscious
mind in the first place. And anyway a lot of things in your conscious

mind don’t make sense either but
they’re there just the same. Then
sometimes dreams are a preview of
something that really happens after

when that’s not really not the way

you think at all but want it to be
the way you think because you
think every one else thinks that
way and you won’t admit you don’t

because they might think you can’t
think at all.

like, and want, and do, and say, and

believe. Not all the time maybe
but a good deal of the time and we
aren't really ourselves, doing the
things we really want to do because
we're afraid of what others would
think of us if we did. For example
we won't wear an evening dress in
the morning or sing whenever we
feel like it because it just isn’t done.
We can’t be ourselves because we
are too busy trying to be someone
else.
—Puius FRranx
os

you dream it and then you feel like

it has happened to you before and
it did in your subconscious mind
and if you had realized it at the
time you might have been prepared

for it if it was something you could
have been prepared for. And after
you make a decision or do something you wonder about after you
did it, you sometimes remember
that something told you to do the
opposite and you wished you had
because you would have been better
off if you did. It was probably your
subconscious mind and it was probably trying to tell you the right
thing to do but you didn’t do it because you and almost everyone else

usually

lets

their

subconscious

minds dictate to them.
Here I am writing about putting

down

your own thoughts and am

It’s the same way in

the clothes we wear and things we

MY

FIRST

DANCE

It was one of the biggest occasions

of my life, my first dance, not just
an ordinary dance, but a formal
dance, and I was gaily tiptoeing on
every cloud. Imagine after spending
years looking at long dresses in windows and magazines and making
frilly long dresses for paper dolls, at
last I would be the owner of my

very own.

It was weeks before the dance that
I finally heckled

my

mother

into

looking for a pattern and yards of
lovely material. (Those were the
good old days when

mothers were

always making

the family clothes,

and they were
too.)

the neatest known,

Mother found the most heavenly
pattern and the smoothest peach net
any young girl could want. ‘The dress

imitating Gertrude Stein’s writing
but I’m not really because they’re
my thoughts and if I made them
into logical sentences then they

was to have a full skirt, tiny puffed

wouldn’t really be my thoughts because I don’t think logically and

waist (which I thought was most so-

why pretend to think a certain way

sleeves and a tight band around the
phisticated).

‘The full skirt was to
Page nineteen

Another offender is the teen age

be “bespattered” with tiny maroon
velvet ribbons on the satin slip.
Three weeks
driving my

of preparation,

poor mother

girl who goes “ga ga” when she gets
a call. She picks up the phone and

disgusted, and then screams into the
mouthpiece for her mother.

This same girl may be an offend-

digging into

er in another way.

mother’s toiletries, I was ready.
At eight-thirty the door bell rang,

and only”

sions and terms to be used in vatying tones and screams of delight, disgust, excitement, suiprise, and dis-

WARMAN

belief.

Ke

There really is an art to knowing
how to talk on the telephone. If

TELEPHONE

Ogden Nash didn’t tell half the
story of the telephone when he

flections and expressions, he will
have a pleasing voice. Another thing
to remember is that the caller should
be the first one to say goodbye. Up-

“Someone invented the telephone,
And interrupted a nation’s

on termination of the call you
should say “Goodbye”, and hang up
gently.
—PauL WEIGEL

slumbers,
Ringing wrong but similar
numbers.”

Everyone who has a telephone in
his home knows what a bother it
can be at times, in spite of its numerous benefits. There is a definite
“telephone manner” which should

etiquette is the hearty type kid who
answers the phone, expecting a call
from one of his buddies. He picks
up the receiver and grunts “Hello”

into it. The conversation goes as
follows:
“What?”
“Hello, who is this?”

MY

“Now, please.”
voice.

in

his
Of

best

course

DAD,

cheerJ. P.

is

Dad’s boss, calling about an important business matter. What J. P.

mutters to himself is very original, I

assure you.
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a junior in college, but I had never

seen a circus, and my girl friend and

ADams

9290

L.M. PRINCE CO.
Opticians
117

South

Ludlow

=%-

OHIO

I decided it was time.

COMPLIMENTS

OF

I caught up

with the world and went to see what
it was all about.

CHARLES R. BROWN, 0. D.

We said we could leave on the
seven-thirty bus, so I dutifully left
I wait-

thirty bus that did not appear and I
went forlornly home to find that the
electricity had been off and our

“May I speak to your father.”
“Sure.”
telephone,”

Telephone

ed for twenty minutes on the seven-

“Cyt?

leader

Student Prince and
Heirloom Beers

FIRST VISIT
TO A CIRCUS

the house in plenty of time.

“This is J. P. Borgan.”

sure.

DISTRIBUTORS

Maybe this is a juvenile title for

One of the offenders of telephone

yeah,

133 E. STEWART ST.

DAYTON

Cae

be taught to all owners of phones.

Oh,

The Dayton Heidelberg
Distributing Co.

one uses his natural voice and says
what is necessary, with normal in-

wrote:

“Huh!

may be calling and you

can also expect all kinds of expres-

in while I stood posing at the foot

THE

She may get the

call she has been expecting for
“simply ages and ages”. If she does,
you can plan on not using the phone
for the next two hours. Her “one

my mother fainted from exhaustion,
my father went screaming out the
back door, and my small brother ran
to the door to let the poor creature
—JEANNE

to her na-

tural voice when she finds the caller
to be a neighbor calling her mother.
She speaks gruffly to her, as though

After three hours of taking a bath,

of the stairway.

quickly goes back

then

and so was my family.
hair, and

FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

coos a “hiya” or “hellooooo”, and

of

mad and

turning the complete house into an
asylum, and then the awaited evening arrived. The gown was finished

curling my

WE

clocks were off time.

Compliments

As I came in the door the telephone rang, and it was my friends
wondering what had happened to

me.

I told them that if my dad

would bring me in I would see them
in a half an hour.

of
A

Friend

edie

THE

UNIVERSITY

LIBRARY

By this time I was picturing elephants and trapeze acts and wondering what it was about a circus that
always prompted people to say when
they heard of my circusless life,
“Why, you have missed half of your

childhood!”
Dad was not too happy about
leaving his evening paper and taking
me to town for the circus, but with

a few grumbles we finally got to the
garage only to find that my brother
had the Chevrolet and we would
have to take the Ford. The Ford is
a ’37 model and not too happy when
it has to leave the garage, but we
made it down

the drive and started,

determinedly if not happily, down
the highway. ‘The gas meter on the
Ford does not register and half way
down the road the car ran out of gas.
That was the last straw. With a
few more grumbles Dad got out to
locate a gas station. Luckily, and this
was the only luck of the evening,
there was one just a block away,
hence in a few minutes we were
again on Our way.

The prime requisite for being an
aunt is always to have a stick of
chewing gum tucked away in your
purse. If you fail in this you are
nothing but a mean old witch (I
know, they have told me so.)
This business requires a versatile
nature. You need a_ super-strong
constitution, and an unending supply of stories on. your fingertips. Of
course you gain a reputation for certain stories. My specialty seems to
be “Jack and the Beanstalk,” why I
don’t know, but I tell it every night

without fail.

‘The nieces like the

stories. But with the nephews who
are older, a good pair of shin guards
would be more suitable than stories.
With these little boys I need some
sort of proficiency in football, basketball,

“cops

and

robbers”,

and

above all in the art of self defense.

They seem to have the habit of
grabbing me around the ankles at
unexpected

moments,

how hard I will fall.

just

to

With

see

these

Finally, a half hour late, I met

boys I must delve into the mysteries of arithmetic and the wonders
of geography.

my friends and we went hopefully
to the door. The man at the door
wore the delighted smile that doormen always wear when there are no

An aunt must be able to pop
corn, make fudge, play Chinese
checkers, listen patiently to recitals
of such memory gems as “Who has

seats.

seen

“Sorry” (he did not look sorry in
the least), “it is a full house.”
We turned and went disgustedly
and wearily back home, and I am
still wondering what a circus is like.
Oh well, maybe it is not just in the
cards for me to see the great performance over which every one else
gets so excited.
—MaAriANnNA RECHER
Oe
THE GENTLE ART
OF BEING AN AUNT
Don’t scoff, that being an aunt

is truly an

art any

well-initiated

My

qualifi-

cations to write on this subject
should not be questioned: two ne-.

phews and two nieces surely make
me

Page

a veteran.
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nor

I,”

A mother has it easy.

“I am too

busy ironing,” says she, “go ask your

aunt.” See what I mean?
It is a
tough life but fun.
You always
have an excuse for acting childish.
And the happy little grins of the
nieces and nephews are all the pay

that is needed.
But right now I have about exhausted “Cinderella,” “Old Billy
Goat Gruff’, and “Elves and the

Shoemaker.” Well, if you see me
deep in a copy of Hans Anderson,

think nothing of it.
—BarBARA

member of that group can testify
to. The one who inspired this article has just been put to sleep after
she heard a number of fairy tales
that I resurrected from my rusty

childhood memories.

the wind, neither you

draw pictures, play tiddly winks or
poker, in short be a super woman.

LAND

a.
G. I. EXPERIENCES
(Continued from page 17)
As I said before fellows, it is summer, and did you ever see such a

summer as this?

Here it is July and

we

overcoats

are

wearing

and

all

around us flowers are blooming.
This place is turned around.
I wonder if we will be able to
dodge those details today. I have
never seen such a small place on
which they could find so much to
do. Always something. If we are
not tearing down old barracks they
have got us building roads. Oh, my
aching back, here comes the Sarge.
Remember the night, fellows?
Every night we went to the post
theater and when we came out the
fog would be coming from the San
Francisco Bay. Remember that fog
like a clutching hand reaching out
to grasp you into its folds and
smother the life out of you?
Remember shaking off that feeling and
suddenly realizing it was just the
chill in the air?
Remember how when the fog had
covered the bay all the ships would
be blowing their fog horns? We
would stand there and try in vain to

see through the fog for the type of

ships.
Remember Saturdays and Sundays
spent in San Francisco, wandering
around China Town, Signal Hill and
riding the cable cars? ‘Then back to
that desolate island only to wait for

the ship to take us overseas.
Yes, Gander

and John, Angel

Is-

land is still the same army overseas
depot today as she was when you
left for the Philippines. Although
you will not be able to see it for
yourself again, take my word for it,
it has not changed.
—L. A. CAMPBELL
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Remember

when Mother and Dad hung up

the receiver on
then waited for
the connection
sometimes long
away from the

every long distance call .
the operator to call back when
was completed . .. waited
enough for Dad to wander
telephone, or for Mother to

become involved in baking a three-layer cake?
That was the picture of long distance service

just a generation

ago, when

our present

company was formed in 1921. Since then new
methods of operating and more and better

equipment have increased the speed of service
so rapidly that today 87% of all long distance

Ng
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calls are connected while the caller “holds the
line.” We

are now

handling

six times

as

many long distance calls as in 1921 with
three times the speed.
Progress of long distance service never stands

still. As we look forward to the next 25 years,
plans already are underway to increase further
the speed and range of intercity service. New
apparatus to enable operators to dial calls

between cities, more wires and cables to carry
calls and an expanding force of operators
will bring you more and faster long distance

service in the future.

Established on September 21, 1921 by consolidation of two Ohio telephone systems

INPUS
Well, hi-you alls and I do mean
allz-z-z. Here ’tis a shiny brand new
year, with a lot of fascinating new
faces, a lot of swell new profs and
even new gravel on the drive (is that
you Jane? Can’t see you for the
dust). For all you campus cuties
who didn’t grace our bee-utiful alma
mater last year with your forms di-

vine and otherwise, let us brief you

on the whys and wherefores of this
little column and let us also warn
you and say, “Kid, you just do it and
we'll know about it.” Yep this is the
Exponent gab and gossip column,
written by yours truly Margie and
Winnie in all due innocence (that’s

not a joke son) and here’s hoping

for a bigger and better year of knowing every one else’s business—cause
that’s our business. It’s going to be
kinda tough this year findin’ out
about all your love life and private
affairs, so if you don’t see your name
honoring this page right pronto,
just hold the fort, troops,’ cause we'll

get around to you later—we hope.
Congratulations are due for the
very first thing to that lucky Georgie
Sullivan on his forthcoming martriage. The happy event is to be in
the very near future.
A lot of the Fairview grads of ’43
had quite a reunion at the Hanger,

gathering around

the bridge table

with their wives in some cases and
their fiancees in others.
“Bugs”
Clemmer,

Bob

Elliot,

Jim

Herbig,

are some that can be mentioned.
Nancy Boring, that gal with the
perty brown eyes, a transfer from
Denison U., has been making Bill
Ginn think of other things than his
studies.
Attention! New steadies and engagements and go togethers to be

seen are Connie and Dee, Jeannie
LeBoeuf and Rocky Whelan, and

UTES

out-of-this-world engaged couples.
Any old time, I keep telling myself.
Glad to hear Stretch is all over
his malaria attack. How about this?
Seems as if Joe Bath has a little

brother right here at UD
him

with

those

Jim

Nolan’s

favorite

gals.

Dan Brandt, known as “Choc-

olate Bars” is on his own.
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and

the

campus

Incidentally, he’s been dating Fay

McCrosky. Milt McGuire and Margie Lamber are going what might
possibly be classed as steady. Joe
Zoul is engaged to BJ. Love must
be wonderful, hey.

Reminds

us of

Duhhhh.

There must be some-

thing else, but at present can’t think
of it. ‘Too bad we don’t know more
of you students, but please have a
little patience and give us a few
weeks more to get around to knowing your bad habits, your short-comings, and your down-falls. That we
will print (unless it gets censored in
the process). See you all next time,
hey.

Ks

this you were telling Sister Agnes

Jan Stoecklin and Pinciotti have
been seen together of late. Since
Ben is here this year, Charlie Hockwalt seems to have chartered her
own little dream cloud. Frank Maloney has returned to the call of love.

together.

last year.

De

MUSINGS
(Continued from Page 7)

about Jeannie?
But

when

he

rattles

the

thing,

shakes it, and then folds it up with
a last glorious swisli—well, whose
nerves can take it? Not having

drawn.

sufficient attention

to his

manly self, he calmly draws out his
billfold, checks his financial resourees, and having determined what he
can afford to do over the weekend,

Have you noticed that cute smile of

peruses his little black book to obtain suitable material with which to
share company. Obviously bored
with what he finds there, he inspects the pulchritude which shares

Russ and Ruthie are still going to-

bell—gosh, and Harry had intended
to catch forty winks this period.

Sue Argast might be classed as personality kid if a poll were taken.
Bobby Wolf’s?

(Wolf!)

gether. Nice to see some of the old
steadies together this year.
Looks as though Tom Eshman has
found his “ideal red-blooded American Gal” at long-last. That accounts
for his speeding to Columbus every
week-end.
We almost forgot, her
name is Phyl. Ted Alexander and
Pat Shroder have been quite chum-

my lately.

If you go down around

the “fitty poo” during lunch time,
into each others eyes.

Abbott

Poor boy

has to buy his own nowadays.
Tough. Jerry Burke, the boy with
the piercing brown eyes seems to be
a lone wolf. Art Bok may also be
classed in this categorie. Line forms
to the right, girls. Connie, what’s

Ellie and

Rabbit

question

seems to be “True or false?” Beware,

you

Chris and he: Johnny plus

assign-

ments,

Pat Ralph and Johnny Wilkar. Nice,

what?

to help

difficult

A freshman wishes to know
whether or not I. Grossman is going
to grow up. Leo Busse and Charlie
have been seen walking around the

may

easily

find

them

either

dreamily gazing into the water or

the class room with him.

What, the

Such is life!
The moral of the story, dear reader?—oh, come now, I know that you
are expecting me to draw one. Keep
one eye and an ounce or so of your

grey matter directed towards the professor and no one will say:
Silly Willy is his name

University Campus is his
station
He comes to school to act the
fool,
And

not for an education.
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